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TRIBUTES 

IN  LOVING  MEMORY 

Mary  Olivia  Priest  Robie 

Bom  September  28,  J  828 
Died  November  5,  *898 


The  Lakeside  Press,  Portland,  Me. 


In  the  providence  of  God,  we  are  sometimes 
permitted  to  watch  the  rounding  out  and  per- 
fecting of  a  human  life*  Unbounded  faith  in 
the  goodness  of  the  Creator  teaches  that  every 
life  is  complete,  that  the  great  purpose  of  exist- 
ence has  been  accomplished,  no  matter  how  brief 
its  span  or  how  untimely  may  seem  the  closing* 

But  finite  minds  cannot  grasp  such  infinity  of 
design  and  we  can  only  see  with  our  imperfect 
vision*  We  long  for  a  sign,  and  sometimes  to 
our  doubting  hearts  a  sign  is  given*  Such  has 
been  the  life  and  death  of  that  loved  one  whose 
requiem  is  still  sounding  in  our  ears  and  whose 
funeral  wreaths  have  scarcely  faded* 

Mary  Olivia  Priest  Robie  finished  her  allotted 
three-score  years  and  ten*  For  seventy  years  she 
had  been  a  blessing  to  her  family  and  her  friends* 
It  is  a  significant  fact  that  so  many  in  speaking 
or  writing  of  her  personality,  since  her  going, 
have  said  "that  bright  spirit*"  To  those  who 
knew  her  so  well  and  loved  her  so  fondly,  no 
words  can  add  lustre  to  her  life*  She  was  a  liv- 
ing embodiment  of  obedience  to  the  command  to 
"rejoice  with  them  that  do  rejoice  and  weep  with 
them  that  weep*"  Sympathy  was  the  key-note 
of  her  temperament,  and  joy  for  the  happiness  of 
one  friend  beamed  from  eyes  dewy  with  tears  for 
the  grief  of  another* 

She  loved  all  nature  and  through  simplest 
flower  or  most  brilliant  star  looked  up  to  Nature's 
God*  It  was  a  common  occurrence  on  pleasant 
evenings  to  find  her  on  veranda  or  lawn,  or  in 
colder  weather  ensconced  in  an  upper  window, 


gazing;  thoughtfully  into  the  heavens  brilliant 
with  myriads  of  glittering  stars  and  silently  com- 
muning with  the  Creator  of  these  wonders*  The 
last  material  work  she  accomplished  was  the 
construction  of  an  extension  of  the  portico  in 
front  of  her  residence,  affording  a  better  opportu- 
nity to  commune  at  night  with  the  heavens  and 
the  stars,  and  at  all  times  with  trees  and  the 
natural  beauties  which  surrounded  her  home* 

During  her  last  summer  days  she  enjoyed  all 
these  sacred  associations  and  watched  the  growth 
of  a  beautiful  oak  tree  which  her  friend,  the  late 
Judge  Waterman,  raised  from  the  seed  and  after- 
wards transplanted  as  a  gift  to  her,  and  it  was 
quite  remarkable  that  on  the  day  of  her  funeral, 
while  the  leaves  of  the  other  shade  trees  in  front 
of  her  residence  had  fallen  to  the  ground,  this 
tree  retained  its  beautiful  foliage*  Science  in  the 
abstract  had  no  charms  for  her,  but  it  was  the 
manifestations  of  a  higher  power  and  wisdom, 
which  overruleth  all,  that  attracted  her* 

Her  tastes  were  ever  artistic*  True  poetry, 
good  music,  beautiful  pictures  or  statuary  all 
found  in  her  a  loving  appreciation*  As  the  poet 
has  it,  "She  sang  because  she  could  not  choose 
but  sing*"  Whenever  she  read  or  heard  a  poem 
that  particularly  appealed  to  her  a  strong  desire 
seized  her  to  set  the  same  to  music,  and  many 
were  the  songs  she  sang  to  her  nearest  and  dear- 
est friends  that,  as  she  quaintly  termed  it,  came 
to  her*  The  last  verses  written  by  Tennyson, 
which  seem  almost  like  a  benediction  upon  his 
own  life,  were  thus  set  by  her  in  a  frame  of 
harmony:  — 


SUNSET  AND  EVENING  STAR. 

Introduction. 
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When  that  which  drew  from  out  the  boundless  deep,    Turns    a  -  gain  home. 


Twilight  and  evening  bell, 

And  after  that  the  dark, 
And  may  there  be  no  sadness  of  farewell 

When  I  embark ; 
For  though  from  out  our  bourne  of  time  and  place 

The  flood  may  bring  me  far, 
I  hope  to  see  my  Pilot  face  to  face 

When  I  have  crossed  the  bar. 


She  wrote  easily,  her  letters  displaying:  a 
marked  literary  ability  and  her  love  for  the  best 
thoughts  of  the  best  writers  showing  itself  con- 
stantly. 

The  writer  of  this  little  sketch  recalls  that 
not  many  years  since  she  attended  a  gathering 
of  her  relatives  of  a  younger  generation,  at  which 
Mrs.  Robie  was  present.  Several  days  filled  with 
pleasant  converse,  mirth,  and  good  fellowship 
followed  a  time  of  joyful  reunion.  Cousin  Olivia 
would  often  be  missed  and  was  invariably  found 
alone,  yet  not  alone,  surrounded  by  books  she 
loved  and  reading  to  herself  from  the  poems  of 
Celia  Thaxter.  Often  she  would  read  aloud  some 
favorite  bit  of  verse,  and  one  who  loved  her  well 
will  never  forget  her  rendering  of  those  lines, 
44  The  Sunrise  Never  Failed  Us  Yet,"  as  in  low, 
almost  caressing,  tones  she  gave  it  that  wintry 
afternoon,  as  the  twilight  shadows  began  to  fall. 

THE  SUNRISE  NEVER  FAILED  US  YET. 

Upon  the  sadness  of  the  sea 
The  sunset  broods  regretfully ; 
From  the  far  lonely  spaces,  slow 
Withdraws  the  wistful  afterglow. 

So  out  of  life  the  splendor  dies ; 
So  darken  all  the  happy  skies ; 
So  gathers  twilight,  cold  and  stern, 
But  overhead  the  planets  burn ; 

And  up  the  east  another  day 
Shall  chase  the  bitter  dark  away ; 
"What  though  our  eyes  with  tears  be  wet; 
The  sunrise  never  failed  us  yet. 


The  blush  of  dawn  may  yet  restore 
Our  light  and  hope  and  joy  once  more; 
Sad  soul,  take  comfort,  nor  forget 
That  sunrise  never  failed  us  yet* 

Another  friend,  one  who  was  a  boy  with  her 
own  son  and  who  has  long  experienced  her 
loving  care  and  solicitude  for  his  welfare,  both 
physical  and  spiritual,  was  speaking  of  these 
beautiful  traits  of  character  and  added:  "She 
would  be  found  often  sitting  by  herself  and  when 
asked  if  she  were  lonely  would  answer  cheerily, 
'Oh,  no!  I  love  to  be  alone  sometimes  with  my 
soul/  On  one  occasion,  while  I  was  at  school, 
she  sent  me  a  long  and  favorite  quotation  from 
Bishop  Askew  on  that  subject  and  I  condensed 
this  as  well  as  possible  into  a  quatrain  for  her 
which  she  oft  repeated :  — 

"'Tis  good  sometimes  to  be  alone; 

Salute  thyself!  See  what  thy  soul  doth 
wear, 
Dare  to  look  in  thy  chest  for  'tis  thine  own, 
And  tumble  up  and  down  what  thou  find'st 
there," 

She  had  a  beautiful  soul  in  a  beautiful  body. 
She  had  finished  her  allotted  number  of  years* 
Children,  grandchildren,  and  many  loving  rela- 
tives vied  in  doing  her  honor  and  paying  their 
tributes  of  affection  while  she  was  still  among 
them,  and  when  the  call  came,  "Come  up  higher," 
she  was  ready  for  the  summons.  Tenderly  the 
men  of  her  family  bore  her  out  from  the  home 
she  had  loved  and  blessed.  Slowly  and  with 
stately  ceremony  she  was  carried  into  the  church 
where  she  had  worshiped  so  many  years,  and 
taken  to  the  front  of  the  altar.     Hundreds  of 


friends,  from  the  humblest  to  the  highest,  passed 
in  sad  procession  to  gaze  on  her  sweet  face  for 
the  last  time*  One  who  had  loved  her  as  a  faith- 
ful friend  voiced  the  eulogy  which  every  heart 
felt*  One  who  loved  her  as  a  son  loves  his 
mother  sang  her  favorite  hymn: — 

"When  the  mists  have  rolled  in  splendor 

From  the  beauty  of  the  hills, 
And  the  sunshine,  warm  and  tender, 

Falls  in  kisses  on  the  rills, 
We  may  read  love's  shining  letter 

In  the  rainbow  of  the  spray, 
We  shall  know  each  other  better 

When  the  mists  have  cleared  away. 

If  we  err  in  human  blindness 

And  forget  that  we  are  dust, 
If  we  miss  the  law  of  kindness 

When  we  struggle  to  be  just, 
Snowy  wings  of  peace  shall  cover 

All  the  plain  that  hides  the  way, 
When  the  weary  watch  is  over 

And  the  mists  have  cleared  away* 

When  the  mists  have  rolled  above  us 

And  our  Father  knows  his  own, 
Face  to  face  with  those  who  love  us 

We  shall  know  as  we  are  known. 
Love  beyond  the  orient  meadows 

Gleams  the  perfect  light  of  day, 
Heart  to  heart  we'll  bide  the  shadows 

Till  the  mists  have  cleared  away. 

We  shall  know  as  we  are  known, 
Never  more  to  walk  alone, 
In  the  dawning  of  the  morning 
When  the  mists  have  cleared  away. 


Sadly  the  same  loving  hands  as  before  lifted 
the  casket,  crowned  with  the  rarest  of  earth's 
rare  blossoms,  and  when  they  came  to  her  last 
resting;  place,  tenderly  and  carefully  as  though 
they  held  a  sleeping  child  she  was  placed  on  the 
bosom  of  Mother  Earth*  Flowers  innumerable 
covered  her,  the  last  beams  of  the  glorious  sunset 
touched  every  leaf  and  every  blossom,  tinting 
them  with  colors  of  unearthly  beauty,  and  as  the 
day  was  rounded  out  in  the  perfect  splendor  of 
the  Indian  summer,  it  seemed  but  a  symbol,  an 
apotheosis  almost,  of  the  seventy  years  just  ended, 
a  blessed  sleeping  after  a  lovely  life. 

44 There  is  no  death!  what  seems  so  is  transition, 
This  life  of  mortal  breath 
Is  but  the  suburb  of  the  life  elysian 

"Whose  portal  we  call  death/* 

On  Tuesday,  the  eighth  day  of  November, 
to  the  alternate  tolling  of  the  village  church-bells, 
while  all  the  daily  business  of  the  town  was  sus- 
pended, the  Congregational  Church  filled  with 
loving  friends  of  Mrs.  Robie. 

Mr.  Charles  Cressey  of  Portland  presided  at 
the  organ,  while  a  quartette  from  the  same  city 
sang  "Rock  of  Ages"  and  "Homeland."  By 
Mrs.  Robie's  request,  an  old  family  friend,  Mr. 
John  F.  Manson  of  New  Hampshire,  sang  her 
favorite  hymn,  "When  the  mists  have  cleared 
away." 

Rev.  George  W.  Reynolds  delivered  the  fol- 
lowing sermon:  — 

Mrs.  Mary  Olivia  Priest  Robie,  daughter  of 
Jonathan  and  Mary  S.  Priest,  was  born  in  Bidde- 
ford,  September  28,  J 828.    Her  grandfather,  Levi 


Priest,  a  resident  of  Hancock,  N.  H.,  was  a  Rev- 
olutionary soldier.  He  enlisted  in  the  army  at 
the  early  age  of  fourteen  years  and  served  until 
the  close  of  the  wan  He  was  a  sturdy  youth  and 
bore  his  full  share  of  the  hardships  incident  to  a 
soldier's  life  with  commendable  fortitude*  The 
Priest  family  born  among:  the  hills  of  New 
Hampshire  has  been  distinguished  by  medical, 
educational,  musical,  mechanical,  and  business 
talents.  Jonathan  Priest,  the  father  of  Mrs. 
Robie,  was  a  cousin  of  the  Hon.  Charles  A. 
Boutelle  of  Bangor. 

Mrs.  Robie's  mother  was  Mary  Scamman 
Emery,  daughter  of  Captain  Simon  Emery  of 
Biddeford.  The  Emery  family  has  graced  the 
various  vocations  of  life  with  rare  qualities  of 
mind  and  heart.  She  therefore  had  a  goodly 
heritage  from  both  sides  of  her  family.  Mrs. 
Robie  was  educated  at  Thornton  Academy,  Saco, 
and  after  her  graduation  became  an  esteemed 
teacher  in  a  large  and  successful  private  school  in 
the  city  of  Biddeford.  She  excelled  in  music  and 
was  a  pupil  of  Henry  Edwards  of  Portland ;  at 
one  time  she  sang  with  the  Hutchinson  family 
and  ever  afterwards  entertained  a  strong  friend- 
ship with  all  its  members.  She  was  a  great  lover 
of  poetry.  It  was  her  habit  to  memorize  choice 
selections  from  the  masters.  Her  conversation 
was  interspersed  with  apt  quotations.  She  also 
made  clippings  of  poetry  and  prose  and  formed 
books  of  the  same.  She  left  several  volumes  of 
written  quotations  from  novelists,  poets,  philoso- 
phers, and  statesmen.  Her  selections  were  of  a 
religious  character  and  showed  the  highest  dis- 
crimination between  the  good  and  the  less  worthy. 

Mrs.  Robie  was  a  good  English  scholar,  but 
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Si 
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during  the  past  few  years  she  has  spent  consider- 
able time  in  studying  the  French  language,  and 
gained  such  proficiency  in  the  same  as  to  enable 
her  to  read  French  authors  with  ease*  The  French 
Bible  was  her  constant  companion* 

A  little  incident  occurred  a  few  years  ago 
which  has  not  been  forgotten  by  the  friends  who 
survive  Mrs.  Robie.  During  the  long  winter 
evenings  when  our  village  was  excited  by  fre- 
quent contests  in  spelling,  Mrs.  Robie  took  a 
prominent  part  in  this  exercise.  One  evening 
after  a  long  line  of  contestants  had  taken  their 
seats,  the  late  Mrs.  Judge  Waterman  and  Mrs. 
Robie  remained  as  the  only  representatives  of 
their  respective  sides.  Difficult  words  were  given 
out  by  the  late  Judge  Waterman,  but  there  was 
no  failure  until  the  word  "guerrilla"  was  reached, 
when  Mrs.  Robie  spelled  it  differently  from  Mrs. 
Waterman,  and  consequently  a  beautiful  bouquet 
of  flowers  was  presented  to  Mrs.  Waterman  as  the 
victor.  Early  the  next  morning  Mrs.  Waterman 
sent  the  flowers  to  her  long  and  loving  friend,  it 
being  discovered  that  the  word  was  correctly 
spelled  both  ways.  These  three  have  passed 
away,  devoted  friends,  and  loved  by  us  all. 

November  28,  i  847,  Mary  Olivia  Priest  mar- 
ried Frederick  Robie,  whose  father,  the  Hon. 
Toppan  Robie,  was  born  in  Candia,  N.  H.,  and 
whose  mother,  Sarah  Thaxter  Lincoln,  in  Hing- 
ham,  Mass.  The  marriage  was  solemnized  by 
the  late  Rev.  Thomas  N.  Lord,  in  the  Second  Con- 
gregational Church  of  Biddeford.  A  resident  of 
Gorham  who  witnessed  the  departure  of  the 
bridal  party  upon  their  wedding  tour  says  that 
Mrs.  Robie  was  one  of  the  most  beautiful  women 
in  Biddeford. 


Eleven  years  of  their  married  life  was  spent 
in  Biddeford,  two  years  in  Waldoboro,  a  few 
months  in  Dorchester,  Mass*,  and  the  remainder,  or 
thirty-seven  years,  in  Gorham*  There  came  into 
this  home  four  children,  Harriet,  Mrs*  Clark  H*. 
Barker  of  Portland;  Maty  Frederica, Mrs* George 
F*  McQuillan  of  Portland;  Eliza,  deceased ;  and 
William  P*  F*  Robie  of  Gotham*  Her  husband, 
when  she  married,  was  a  physician,  but  during 
the  civil  war  he  was  appointed  pay-master  by 
President  Lincoln,  and  since  the  close  of  the  war 
his  life  has  assumed  ever  increasing  public  func- 
tions* Her  life  has  necessarily  undergone  corre- 
sponding changes,  but  her  versatility  and  adjust- 
ability have  enabled  her  to  adorn  with  becoming 
grace  all  these  public  and  official  duties.  Mrs* 
Robie  was  with  her  husband  much  of  the  time 
during  the  recent  war  for  the  Union,  and  showed 
her  thoughtful  and  kindly  spirit  in  visiting  the 
hospitals  and  administering  to  the  various  wants 
of  the  soldiers  encamped  at  "Washington,  Fortress 
Monroe,  New  Orleans,  and  other  localities*  She 
has  been  a  member  and  a  willing  contributor  to  the 
purposes  and  objects  of  the  Relief  Corps  of  the 
John  R*  Adams  Post,  G*  A*  R*  She  spent  many 
winters  at  Augusta,  and  will  be  affectionately 
remembered  by  those  who  were  intimate  with  her 
during  that  period*  One  winter  was  passed  in 
Florida,  enjoying  the  hospitality  of  southern 
families,  some  of  whose  members  had  been  her 
husband's  private  pupils  at  the  close  of  his  college 
course* 

In  J  878  she  visited  Europe  with  her  husband, 
who  was  one  of  the  commissioners  to  the  Paris 
Exposition,  where  she  enjoyed  her  highly  devel- 
oped tastes  in  music,  painting  and  sculpture  to  an 


eminent  degree.  She  was  identified  with  the 
Grange  in  its  local,  State  and  National  organiza- 
tions* She  was  u  Ceres n  of  the  Maine  State 
Grange  for  eight  years,  and  during  that  period 
she  attended  the  annual  meetings  of  the  State 
and  National  Grange  in  the  principal  cities  of  the 
northern  and  southern  states*  She  formed  many 
intimate  acquaintances  during  her  public  life  and 
as  one  result  she  received  many  valuable  gifts 
to  aid  the  Ladies'  Circle  of  her  home  church  in 
their  efforts  to  redeem  their  pledge  to  the  Chapel 
Fund* 

Mrs*  Robie  united  with  this  church  by  letter 
in  I S6 i.  The  following  persons  joined  at  the 
same  time: 

Samuel  Warren,  who  resides  in  Vermont. 

Edward  B*  Weston,  M.  D*,  of  Chicago,  111* 

Catherine  B*  L*  McLellan,  wife  of  Rev*  Geo. 
Lewis,  D*  D*,  of  South  Berwick* 

The  pastor  of  the  church  at  that  time  was 
Rev*  Stephen  C  Strong,  of  Wellesley,  Mass* 

The  deacons  were  Nathaniel  Brown,  Thomas 
Jameson,  and  Horatio  H*  Merrill* 

Mrs*  Robie  united  by  letter  with  the  Second 
Congregational  Church  in  Biddeford  in  i  849; 
thus  her  church  membership  is  measured  by  a 
half-century*  Christian  faith  is  fashioned  by  the 
character  of  the  mind,  the  conscience,  and  the 
heart  of  the  individual*  Mrs*  Robie's  mind  dwelt 
upon  the  beautiful  in  the  life  and  thought  of 
man  and  in  the  natural  world*  Her  motive  for 
seeking  the  beautiful  everywhere  and  always  was 
religious*  As  you  read  her  volumes  of  quotations 
you  are  impressed  with  the  thought  that  this  is 
the  work  of  one  who  is  seeking  a  profounder 
sense  of  God.    The  flowers,  the  trees,  the  birds 


and  the  stars  were  beautiful  to  her ,  but  they  were 
not  merely  teachers  of  aesthetics*  The  trees  to 
her  mind  were  God's  first  temples ;  the  birds  were 
winged  messengers  from  Paradise;  the  flowers 
were  the  exquisite  workmanship  and  coloring 
of  the  Great  Artist ;  the  stars  were  the  eyes  of 
the  angelic  host.  The  intellectual  side  of  her 
faith  was  not  sentiment  merely ;  it  was  grounded 
in  sense.  Beneath  the  love  of  the  beautiful  there 
was  the  masonry  of  serious  thoughtfulness.  In 
one  of  her  quotations  we  read,  u  I  never  judge  a 
man  by  the  length  of  his  creed,  but  by  the  breadth 
of  it."  Again  we  read,  u  We  are  not  God's  advo- 
cates, we  are  His  witnesses.  We  have  no  cause  to 
establish  for  Him  or  His  truth.  We  have  simply 
to  bear  witness  to  the  truth  wherever  and  how- 
ever we  discover  it,  and  leave  God  to  be  His  own 
advocate,  and  truth  to  win  its  own  victory.  What 
is  chiefly  needed  now  is  a  new  conviction  of  the 
reality  and  the  power  of  the  life  which  we  believe 
is  manifested  in  the  Redeemer,  and  is  the  true 
light  of  men."  There  is  religion  and  also  relig- 
iosity. Religiosity  is  sentimental  religion.  It  is 
the  life  of  a  person  who  is  susceptible  to  the 
emotions  of  religion  but  who  does  not  fashion  his 
daily  life  by  the  divine  law.  It  is  religion  with- 
out conscience.  Mrs.  Robie's  religion  had  a 
conscience,  and  that  conscience  was  made  to 
conform  to  the  law  of  God.  In  her  quotations 
she  says,  "There  can  be  no  religious  nature 
without  a  conscience."  Again  we  read,  u  Every 
thought  and  word  and  deed  of  every  human 
being  is  followed  by  its  inevitable  consequence." 
One  who  knows  whereof  he  speaks,  says,  u  She 
was  as  conscientious,  honest,  and  true  as  any 
woman  who  ever  lived."    Her  religion  was  not 


sentimental  or  emotional ;  it  was  ethicaL  There 
was  a  highly  developed  conscience  within  it* 
But  Mrs*  Robie's  faith  impressed  most  people  by- 
reason  of  the  largeness  and  kindliness  of  her 
heart*  Recently  she  remarked  to  some  friends, 
"I  love  everybody*"  We  all  know  these  words 
to  be  true*  She  was  quick  to  speak  and  quick  to 
act*  but  she  as  quickly  repented  and  forgave* 
She  had  her  likes  and  dislikes*  but  she  did  not 
cherish  hatreds*  If  anything,  she  was  over  char- 
itable* All  estrangements  and  discords  were  a 
grief  to  her*    The  motto  of  her  life  was:  — 

"I  live  for  those  who  love  me, 

Whose  hearts  are  kind  and  true, 
For  the  heaven  that  smiles  above  me 

And  awaits  my  spirit  too; 
For  all  human  ties  that  bind  me, 

For  the  task  that  God  assigns  me, 
For  the  bright  hopes  left  behind  me, 

And  the  good  that  I  can  do*" 

Mrs*  Robie  was  not  conscious  of  position  or 
possessions*  There  was  no  exclusiveness  or  inclu- 
siveness  about  her*  Poverty,  ignorance  and  sin 
never  imposed  limits  upon  her  sympathy*  Her 
great-heartedness  caused  all  to  feel  that  she  was 
their  kin.  At  our  last  church  sociable  she  re- 
quested that  a  box  of  food  be  sent  to  a  poor  man 
whose  conduct  had  well-nigh  exhausted  the  sym- 
pathies of  most  people*  When  calling  upon  the 
sick  it  was  her  habit  to  carry  some  delicacy,  fruit 
or  flowers  to  cheer  the  sufferer* 

During  her  sickness  a  lonely  man  called  to 
inquire  after  her  condition*  He  was  informed 
there  was  a  suit  of  clothes  awaiting  him,  and 


when  he  received  the  gift  he  said,  "I  have  received 
many  suits  of  clothing  from  her/'  The  week 
previous  to  her  last  illness  she  attended  the  public 
reception  at  Frederick  Robie  Hall,  and  a  few 
evenings  after  the  Harvest  Feast  given  by  the 
ladies  of  the  Congregational  Society  at  the  new 
chapel,  entertainments  which  she  thoroughly 
enjoyed.  Since  her  death  I  have  visited  a  sick 
chamber  where  the  sufferer  informed  me  that 
Mrs.  Robie  called  upon  her  twice  a  week  last 
winter  when  she  was  in  the  hospital.  She  also 
added  in  tears,  "I  cannot  tell  you  all  the  kind- 
nesses she  has  bestowed  upon  me."  The  question 
has  been  asked,  "Why  are  we  all  so  sorrowful  at 
her  departure?"  The  answer  given  by  one  who 
has  known  her  during  her  residence  in  Gorham 
is,  "We  all  mourn  because  she  loved  us  all." 
Thus  her  Christian  faith  was  an  intelligent,  con- 
scientious, and  loving  following  of  her  Master. 
The  past  year  has  been  one  of  renewed  and  ever- 
increasing  love  and  devotion  to  all  the  interests 
of  the  church.  Her  love  for  the  courts  of  the 
living  God  has  been  intensified.  In  the  study  of 
God's  word  in  the  Sunday-school  she  has  feasted 
upon  the  bread  of  life.  Her  labors  for  the  new 
chapel  were  great  for  one  of  her  age.  When  the 
time  of  dedication  arrived  she  brought  forth  from 
her  art  treasures  gathered  during  her  European 
trip  copies  of  the  masters  illustrating  truths  and 
scenes  in  the  Bible,  and  to-day  the  walls  of  all 
the  recitation  rooms  are  graced  with  these  beau- 
tiful gifts,  which  will  be  constant  reminders  of 
her  last  work. 

A  few  weeks  since  she  purchased  several  cop- 
ies of  "In  His  Steps"  and  placed  one  each  in  the 
Sunday-school  Library,  the  Public  Library,  and  in 


her  own  home*  She  remarked  to  her  friends,  ul 
can  never  tefuse  to  help  any  one  after  reading 
that  book/* 

Her  last  work  at  home  was  to  prepare  a  chil- 
dren's room,  whose  walls  she  literally  covered 
with  woodcuts  and  engravings  of  the  most  fam- 
ous religious  paintings,  a  most  impressive  expres- 
sion of  her  love  for  the  youthful,  the  beautiful 
and  the  holy*  Thus  her  mind,  heart  and  hands 
were  kept  busy  in  loving  ministries  to  the  last* 
But  sooner  than  any  of  us  dreamed  she  has  gone 
from  us*  Sunday,  the  30th  instant,  disease  smote 
her  in  the  most  violent  form*  There  was  a  calm 
Monday  and  friends  hoped  the  crisis  had  been 
passed*  But,  no;  the  conflict  was  renewed  on  the 
morrow,  followed  by  a  lull  Wednesday  morning, 
when  she  awoke  with  glad  joy  for  what  seemed 
to  her  deliverance*  The  day  was  a  memorable 
one  because  of  her  greetings  to  loved  ones,  but  it 
proved  to  be  the  farewell  day  of  earth,  when  as 
she  bade  her  husband  good-by  there  seemed  trem- 
bling in  her  mind  these  thoughts:  — 

"Life!  we've  been  long  together 
Through  pleasant  and  through  cloudy  weather ; 
Tis  hard  to  part  when  friends  are  dear ; 
Perhaps  'twill  cost  a  sigh,  a  tear ; 

Then  steal  away,  give  little  warning, 
Choose  thine  own  time ; 
Say  not  *  Good-night/  but  in  some  brighter  clime 

Bid  me  4 Good-morning/" 

From  this  time  forth  there  was  no  staying 
the  disease*  Saturday  morning  the  gates  opened 
noiselessly  and  the  spirit  of  our  friend,  mother, 
and  wife  entered  into  her  reward,  and  the  smile 
of  blessed  sleep  illumined  her  face* 


Her  going  has  produced  desolation  in  the 
home,  the  church,  and  the  community*  The 
only  comfort  we  have  in  this  sad  hour  is  the 
thought  that  our  loss  is  her  gain,  that  she  has 
had  an  abundant  entrance  through  the  gates 
into  the  eternal  home  and  the  larger  and  more 
blessed  life  above*  I  will  read  by  request  a  poem 
selected  by  Mrs. Robie for  the  funeral  of  a  friend: 

"God  does  not  send  us  strange  flowers  every  year, 
When  the  spring  winds  blow  o'er  the  pleasant 

places, 
The  same  dear  things  lift  up  the  same  dear  faces. 

"It  all  comes  back,  the  odor,  grace,  and  hue, 
Each  sweet  relation  of  its  life  repeated, 
No  blank  is  left,  no  longing  for  is  cheated. 

"So  after  death  winter  it  must  be 
God  will  not  put  strange  signs  in  the  heavenly 

places, 
The  old  love  shall  look  out  from  the  old  faces, 
We  shall  see  her  again." 


MAINE  STATE  GRANGE. 

The  memorial  exercises  at  Bangor,  Thursday, 
December  22,  1898,  form  a  part  of  the  official 
records  of  the  Grange,  and  read  as  follows:  — 

The  first  part  of  the  afternoon  session  of  the 
Maine  State  Grange  was  devoted  to  exercises  in 
memory  of  Mrs.  Frederick  Robie  of  Gorham, 
who  held  the  office  of  Ceres  for  a  term  of  eight 
years. 

The  memorial  exercises  were  conducted  in  a 
becoming  and  impressive  manner.    The  prayer 
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by  the  chaplain,  Brother  S.  F,  Emerson,  the  music 
by  a  select  choir,  the  eloquent  and  personal  rem- 
iniscences by  Past  Master  Edward  "Wiggin  of 
Maysville,  the  original  poem  by  Mrs,  L,  W,  Jose 
of  Dexter  were  all  appropriate,  and  the  whole 
atmosphere  pervading  the  large  assembly  was  at 
once  reverent  and  indicative  of  great  affection  for 
our  dear  sister  and  grief  at  her  departure  from  us* 

The  following  preamble  and  resolutions  were 
read  by  Mrs,  W,  L  Bickford  of  Gorham  and 
adopted, 

44  Since  last  we  met  death  has  claimed  one  of 
our  most  honored  members,  Sister  Olivia  P,  Robie, 
the  loving  and  devoted  wife  of  Past  Master  Fred- 
erick Robie,  Sister  Robie  was  for  eight  years 
Ceres  of  this  Maine  State  Grange,  All  remember 
her  noble  Christian  character,  her  kindly,  moth- 
erly disposition,  spreading  a  ray  of  sunshine  and 
happiness  wherever  she  was  known,  therefore  be  it 

44  Resolved,  that  we  extend  our  sincere  sym- 
pathy to  the  family  of  the  deceased  sister," 
Signed,  Mrs.  W,  I.  Bickford, 

Mrs,  L,  W,  Jose, 
M,  L,  Dearborn, 
Edward  Wiggitkf 

Committee* 

The  exercises  lasted  for  one  hour  and  at  the 
close  the  Grange  resumed  its  business  programme. 


MEMORIAL  SERVICES 

By  the  National  Grange,  P.  of  H*,  at  Concord, 
N.  H.,  Sunday,  November  20,  i  898. 

The  National  Grange  assembled  in  Phenix 
Hall  at  3  o'clock  p.  m.  for  the  purpose  of  giving 
fitting  expressions  of  respect,  admiration,  and  love 
to  the  memory  of  the  past  members  of  the  body 
who  have  recently  been  called  from  their  labors 
here  to  that  rest  and  reward  beyond  the  grave. 

Worthy  Master  Aaron  Jones  presided  and 
said: — 

"Annually  the  National  Grange  meets  and 
exchanges  fraternal  greetings.  Fraternal  attach- 
ments are  formed  enduring  as  life  itself.  As  the 
years  go  by  we  are  reminded  of  our  mortality. 
We  are  assembled  to-day  to  pay  our  last  respects 
to  our  departed  brothers  and  sisters  who  have 
been  called  to  their  eternal  home  since  our  last 
annual  meeting.  It  is  my  painful  duty  to  an- 
nounce the  death  of  Sister  M.  O.  Robie,  the  lov- 
ing, devoted  wife  of  Past  Master  Frederick  Robie 
of  Maine.  All  remember  her  noble  Christian  char- 
acter, her  kindly,  motherly  disposition,  spreading 
a  ray  of  sunshine  and  happiness  wherever  she 
was  known.  She  was  devoted  to,  and  loved  the 
principles  of,  our  Order*  Her  influence  and  the 
remembrance  of  her  noble  character  will  always 
be  helpful,  and  the  world  is  better  for  her  life's 
example." 

Hymn  by  the  choir,  "When  the  Mists  Have 
Cleared  Away." 

Sister  Corinna  A.  Gardner  of  Maine  presented 
the  following  resolution  in  relation  to  Sister  Mary 
Olivia  Robie,  wife  of  Past  Master  Frederick  Robie 
of  the  Maine  State  Grange: — 


"Resolved,  That  in  the  decease  of  Sister  M. 
O.  Robie,  Past  Ceres  of  the  Maine  State  Grange 
and  for  eight  years  a  delegate  to  the  National 
Grange,  we  mourn  the  loss  of  a  noble  woman,  a 
most  excellent  wife  and  mother,  and  a  Patron 
whose  memory  for  fidelity  and  cordiality  to  all 
will  be  tenderly  cherished/' 

Mr s.  Corinna  A.  Gardner, 

Mrs,  Ida  V*  High, 

Mrs*  M.  Louise  Bell, 

Mrs.  Emma  J.  Newcomb, 

S.H.  Ellis, 

S.  (X  Bowen, 

Committee. 

Sister  M.  S.  Rhone  of  Pennsylvania  made  the 
following  remarks: — 

"Worthy  Master:— I  first  met  Sister  M.  O. 
Robie  at  the  sixteenth  annual  session  of  the 
National  Grange,  held  in  the  city  of  Indianapolis, 
Indiana,  in  JS82*  Sister  Robie  served  with  her 
husband  as  the  representatives  of  Maine  for  eight 
consecutive  sessions  with  great  acceptability  and 
usefulness.  By  her  genial  and  courteous  manner 
she  won  for  herself  and  husband  a  host  of  friends, 
always  foremost  in  welcoming  the  new  members 
and  making  them  acquainted  with  older  repre- 
sentatives, being  ever  considerate  of  the  rights  of 
others  on  the  floor  of  the  National  Grange.  She 
always  took  an  active  part  in  the  affairs  of  the 
National  Grange  and  in  the  social  circles  at  our 
annual  meetings,  bringing  joy  and  sunshine  to  all 
who  came  in  touch  with  her  congenial  influence. 
She  was  a  devoted  wife  and  an  inseparable  com- 
panion to  her  husband,  having  an  abiding  inter- 
est in  his  joys  and  sorrows.  In  the  death  of  Sister 
Robie  the  Order  has  lost  a  most  valuable  member, 


her  husband  a  loving  wife,  and  her  children  an 
indulgent  parent* 

'"Leaves  have  their  time  to  fall 

And  flowers  to  wither  at  the  north  wind's 
breath, 
And  stars  to  set — but  all, 

Thou  hast  all  seasons  for  thine  own,  O 
Death/" 

Sister  Eva  S*  McDowell  of  Ohio  said: — 
"When  the  National  Grange  was  in  session 
in  Philadelphia  in  f  886  a  group  of  women  stood 
one  evening  in  the  corridor  near  the  dining-room 
door,  when  a  slight,  frail  woman  started  in  to 
supper  with  her  little  baby  in  her  arms  because 
she  had  no  one  with  whom  to  leave  it*  Sister 
Robie  immediately  stepped  forward  and  put  out 
her  arms,  saying,  'Let  me  hold  the  baby  while  you 
go  in  to  supper/  and  when  the  mother  objected, 
fearing  the  baby  would  be  troublesome,  she  said, 
4  Babies  never  trouble  me*  Let  me  take  her  and 
don't  hurry  your  supper/  As  she  took  the  little 
child  in  her  arms  and  sat  down  to  amuse  it,  not 
a  woman  in  the  group  but  wished  she  had  been 
the  one  to  think  of  this,  not  a  woman  there  but 
did  not  do  what  she  could  during  the  remainder 
of  the  session  to  aid  the  frail  mother  in  the  care  of 
her  baby.  Nor  did  it  stop  there*  Many  a  tired 
heart  has  been  refreshed,  many  a  thorny  path 
made  smoother,  as  the  result  of  that  one  little 
deed  of  loving  kindness.  We  often  think  of  our 
absent  friends  as  they  appeared  at  some  particular 
moment  of  their  lives,  and  Sister  Robie's  image 
nearly  always  comes  to  my  memory  as  she  sat 
with  the  little  child  in  her  arms,  keeping  it  amused 


and  happy,  while  its  mother  ate  and  rested. 
Thoughtful  in  the  little  matters  that  make  up  so 
much  of  life,  our  sister  was  no  less  equal  to  great 
occasions.  She  was  her  husband's  friend  and 
adviser,  his  loyal  advocate  and  congenial  com- 
panion. He  had  her  sympathy  and  assistance  in 
all  his  hopes  and  plans,  and  when  he  was  called 
to  the  high  position  of  chief  executive  of  the  state 
she  was  ready  and  well  qualified  to  fill  her  place 
with  womanly  grace  and  dignity.  The  world 
can  but  be  better  for  her  having  lived  in  it,  and 
can  but  seem  darker  for  her  having  left  it;  but 
the  tender  deeds  she  wrought,  the  shining  exam- 
ple she  gave  us,  will  not  dicf  they  will  remain  in 
our  hearts  and  memories  while  we  live,  making 
us  better  men  and  better  women." 

Brother  Alpha  Messer  of  Vermont  said: — 
"Worthy  Master: — In  supporting  the  resolu- 
tions just  read  I  esteem  it  a  privilege  to  add  a  few 
words  on  this  occasion  in  memory  of  the  departed. 
Like  the  glowing  sunset  in  its  effulgence  and 
beauty,  so  should  the  departure  of  our  friends  im- 
press us  with  the  glories  and  beauties  of  another 
and  better  world;  and  as  the  sun  shall  rise  again 
so  shall  there  be  a  resurrection  morn,  when  truth 
and  love  will  shine  forth  in  effulgent  glory,  and 
make  every  heart  radiant  with  joy  in  the  more 
immediate  companionship  of  the  Divine  Presence. 
In  our  humanity  we  mourn  and  shed  tears  because 
we  are  for  a  time  deprived  of  the  loving  compan- 
ionship of  those  most  near  and  dear  to  us.  This  is 
the  involuntary  outward  expression  of  the  sorrow 
and  personal  loss  we  feel.  But  I  apprehend  that 
if  we  fully  realized  the  joys  of  a  spiritual  exist- 
ence which  is  free  from  all  forms  of  sin  and  error, 
we  would  rejoice  instead  of  weep,  because  the 


spirits  of  our  loved  ones  are  forever  freed  from 
the  dross  of  earth,  and  have  entered  into  the 
purified  atmosphere  of  a  heavenly  existence*  It 
was  my  good  fortune  to  have  made  the  acquaint- 
ance of  Sister  Robie  through  the  fraternity  of 
our  Order*  The  first  time  I  met  her  was  at  the 
Boston  session  of  J  885,  and  I  met  her  at  each  suc- 
ceeding session  as  long  as  Governor  Robie  was 
master  of  the  Maine  State  Grange*  How  I  became 
acquainted  with  Sister  Robie  I  cannot  telL  Indeed 
I  very  much  doubt  if  any  of  her  friends  can  tell 
just  how  they  came  to  love  and  respect  her,  but 
somehow  the  invisible  chords  of  a  loving  and 
sympathetic  nature  were  thrown  about  those  with 
whom  she  came  in  contact,  and  they  were  uncon- 
sciously drawn  into  communion  and  fellowship 
with  her.  But  few  women  occupying  the  high 
social  position  which  she  did  evet  had  so  many 
warm  friends  from  nearly  all  classes  in  society* 
Unostentatious  and  unassuming,  she  seemed  to 
find  in  the  membership  of  the  Grange  a  congenial 
atmosphere  which  was  a  source  of  mutual  enjoy- 
ment* In  traveling  across  the  continent  and  on 
shorter  journeys  to  and  from  the  sessions  of  the 
National  Grange,  as  well  as  during  the  sessions 
of  this  body,  I  well  remember  the  many  happy 
hours  spent  in  her  presence*  Her  wide  experience 
in  society  and  travel  both  in  this  country  and  in 
Europe  gave  her  a  large  fund  of  most  useful  and 
pleasing  information,  which  her  gifted  and  rare 
conversational  powers  enabled  her  to  use  to  the 
best  advantage  for  the  entertainment  of  her 
friends*  We  mourn  her  apparent  loss,  but  this  is 
more  imaginary  than  real*  Her  example  and  her 
influence  are  with  us  at  this  hour,  and  the  impress 
of  her  exalted  womanly  character  upon  society 


will  live  on  forever,  and  'when  the  mists  shall 
have  rolled  away  from  our  eyes/  may  it  be  our 
lot  to  meet  and  to  greet  her  in  that  happy  land 
where  sin  can  never  enter,  and  where  sorrow  can 
never  come*" 

Feeling  remarks  of  love  and  admiration  for 
the  dear  departed  sister  were  made  by  Brothers 
S*  H*  Ellis  of  Ohio  and  J*  J*  Woodman  of 
Michigan* 

Extract  from  extended  remarks  of  Brother 
Edward  "Wiggin,  Past  Master  of  the  Maine  State 
Grange: — 

"My  acquaintance  with  Sister  Robie  began 
in  the  Grange,  where  she  was  an  earnest  and 
devoted  worker*  For  four  years  of  the  time  that 
she  was  Ceres  of  the  State  Grange  she  was  also 
the  wife  of  the  Governor  of  the  State,  and 
although  possessed  of  wealth  and  moving  in  and 
adorning  the  highest  social  circles,  she  was  ever 
the  same  warm-hearted,  unassuming  woman, 
seemingly  unconscious  of  position  or  possession* 
Her  long  connection  with  the  State  Grange  ena- 
bled her  to  become  acquainted  with  a  large  num- 
ber of  Patrons  from  all  portions  of  the  state,  each 
one  of  whom  was  always  met  with  a  warm  and 
kindly  greeting,  and  every  person  coming  into 
her  presence  was  at  once  placed  at  ease  by  her 
ready  tact  and  pleasant  conversation*  Though 
enjoying  this  large  circle  of  acquaintances  among 
the  members  of  the  Order  she  prized  so  much, 
yet  it  was  in  the  smaller  circle  nearer  her  own 
home  that  she  was  best  known  and  most  tenderly 
loved*  Her  last  illness  was  not  protracted  and 
was  alleviated  by  all  that  loving  hearts  and  hands, 
aided  by  unstinted  means,  could  do  for  her  com- 
fort*   Her  last  words  to  her  loving  and  devoted 


husband  were  most  touching  and  will  abide  with 
him  as  a  sweet  memory  during  all  the  years  of 
life  that  shall  remain  to  him*  As  he  bade  her 
good-night,  not  thinking  that  it  was  to  be  her 
last  night  on  earth,  she  looked  up  to  him  with  a 
smile  of  affection  and  said:  — 

44 'Say  not  " Good-night/'  but  in  some  brighter 
clime 
Bid  me  u  Good-morning*" f 

"Ere  many  hours  passed  she  lapsed  into 
unconsciousness,  and  before  the  rising  of  the  sun 
the  lips  of  the  death  angel  had  sweetly  kissed  her 
weary  eyelids  down  to  sleep  and  with  the  morn- 
ing light  she  awoke  in  that  *  brighter  clime 9  in 
which  she  had  such  a  cheerful  and  abiding  faith* 
On  a  bright  and  unusually  sunny  day  in  early 
November  she  was  laid  to  test  with  tender  and 
touching  ceremonies*  Her  funeral  was  attended 
by  a  large  concourse  of  loving  friends,  and  men 
and  women  of  high  position  and  representatives 
of  every  department  of  the  state  government 
honored  her  memory  by  their  presence*  'So  they 
have  buried  her/  but  the  memory  of  her  sweet 
companionship  still  remains  with  her  family  and 
friends,  and  there  still  abides  and  will  ever  abide 
us  the  grandest  outcome  of  such  a  life  as  hers 
that  most  powerful  of  all  moral  forces  in  this 
world  of  ours,  the  influence  of  the  life  of  a  good 
and  noble  woman*" 

The  resolution  was  then  unanimously  adopted 
by  rising  vote* 

Closing  song  by  the  choir* 

The  services  were  closed  by  a  benediction  pro- 
nounced by  Brother  S.  H*  Eilis,  Past  Worthy 
Chaplain  of  the  National  Grange* 


TRIBUTE 

Of  Gorham  Grange  to  Mrs*  Maty  O.  P.  Robie. 

The  all-wise  Master  has  visited  this  Grange 
and  taken  from  us  our  sister,  Mrs*  Mary  O.  P* 
Robie*  In  this  affliction  the  Grange  feels  the  loss 
of  one  of  its  tried  and  trusted  members,  whose 
years  of  membership  have  constantly  drawn  her 
nearer  to  each  one  of  us*  For  years  her  regular 
attendance  and  frequent  papers  were  an  inspira- 
tion and  stimulus  to  all  our  members,  and  more 
recently  her  kindly  interest  and  generous  assist- 
ance have  afforded  substantial  support  to  those 
upon  whom  the  active  burdens  have  fallen*  The 
memory  of  her  life  and  labor  among  us  will  ever  be 
held  dear  and  will  enable  us  to  appreciate,  in  some 
slight  degree,  how  great  must  be  the  loss  to  the 
husband  and  children,  who  have  enjoyed  her 
daily  care  and  loving  ministrations.  The  earnest, 
devoted  life  of  our  sister  is  to  us  who  remain  a 
pattern  to  lead  us  in  that  more  perfect  way, 
which  brings  happiness  here  and  finally  receives 
the  "Well  done"  which  awaited  her  at  the  hand 
of  the  Divine  Master* 

Howard  A*  McKenney, 
Frances  S*  Black, 
Mrs*  Geo*  S*  Burnell, 

Committee. 
F*  D*  Scamman,  Secretary* 


MEMORIAL  SERVICES 

In  memory  of  Mrs*  Frederick  Robie,  held  at 
Gotham,  under  the  direction  of  Rev*  George  W* 
Reynolds,  were  observed  at  the  new  Congrega- 
tional chapel  at  Gorham  on  Sunday  evening*    It 


was  an  interesting  and  solemn  praise  and  prayer 
meeting  in  which  many  members  of  the  church 
and  a  large  number  of  citizens  participated*  Mr* 
John  Manson  and  Miss  Jennie  Whitney  sang  sev- 
eral solos  and  were  joined  by  a  chorus  of  many 
voices*  Mr*  T*  P.  "Whitney*  teacher  of  Mrs* 
Robie's  Sunday-school  class,  made  some  pertinent 
remarks  which  added  much  to  the  interest  of  the 
occasion*  The  late  Mrs*  Robie  was  much  im- 
pressed by  the  beauty  of  sentiment  in  Tennyson's 
last  poem*  "Crossing  the  Bar/*  and  the  singing 
quality  of  its  verse  expressed  itself  in  the  music 
which  she  wrote  to  the  words  in  January*  1 890, 
before  any  other  music  had  been  written  for  them* 
Mr*  John  Manson  of  New  Hampshire  sang 
"Crossing  the  Bar,"  beautifully  set  to  music  by 
Mrs*  Robie  and  as  well  rendered  by  him*  Rev* 
Mr*  Reynolds  spoke  at  considerable  length*  por- 
traying the  varied  work*  modesty  and  other  vir- 
tues of  his  deceased  friend  in  an  affecting  manner, 
and  receiving  the  closest  attention* 


IN  MEMORIAM. 

Gorham,  Nov*  J2,  1898* 

Whereas,  The  Great  Ruler  of  the  Universe 
has,  in  His  infinite  wisdom,  removed  from  our 
midst  our  worthy  and  esteemed  co-worker,  Mrs* 
Olivia  Priest  Robie,  and 

Whereas,  The  intimate  relations  held  during 
so  many  years  of  busy  life  with  the  members  of 
this  Sunday-school  make  it  fitting  that  we  record 
our  appreciation  of  her;  therefore  be  it 

Resolved,  That  the  wisdom  and  ability  which 
she  has  exercised  in  aid  of  this  school,  by  her 


wise  counsel,  loving  service  and  generous  gifts, 
bestowed  with  such  rate  simplicity,  will  be  held 
in  grateful  remembrance* 

Resolved,  That  the  sudden  removal  of  such  a 
devoted  member  of  our  school  leaves  a  vacancy 
and  shadow  that  will  be  deeply  realized  by  all  its 
members,  and  will  prove  a  grievous  loss  to  this 
community* 

Resolved,  That  with  deep  sympathy  with  the 
afflicted  family,  we  express  the  hope  that  even 
so  great  a  bereavement  may  be  overruled  for 
their  highest  good*  May  God  comfort  them  and 
lighten  their  weight  of  sorrow* 

Resolved,   That  these  resolutions  be  spread 
upon  the  records  of  the  school,  and  a  copy  sent 
to  the  family  of  the  deceased* 
B*  F*  Whitney, 
Dea*  J*  S*  Leavitt, 

Committee  on  Resolutions* 


Gorham,  Me*,  Nov*  J8,  J898* 
At  a  meeting  of  officers  and  directors  of  the 
Ladies'  Circle,  First  Parish  Church,  Gorham,  it 
was  voted  to  send  resolutions  of  sympathy  to  the 
family  of  Hon*  Frederick  Robie,  copy  of  same  to 
be  placed  on  records  by  secretary* 

Resolved,  That  the  death  of  Mrs.  Robie  has 
caused  sorrow  and  regret  to  all  its  members,  she 
having  been  connected  with  the  Circle  for  a  great 
many  years,  and  although  in  the  immediate  past 
not  being  able  to  be  with  us,  as  many  things  had 
become  burdens  on  account  of  bodily  infirmities, 
yet  she  was  always  ready  to  assist  in  any  and 
every  way,  always  a  willing  and  cheerful  giver ; 


and  while  her  pleasant  words  and  smile,  as  a 
Circle,  we  shall  miss,  we  truly  sympathize  with 
her  afflicted  family  in  their  great  and  to  them 
irreparable  loss. 

Resolved,  That  the  sympathy  of  each  mem- 
ber of  the  Circle  is  extended  to  her  family  by 
these  resolutions,  and  that  they  may  fully  believe 
she  has  entered  into  heavenly  rest,  her  work  on 
earth  being  finished,  and  believe  also  that  He 
who  has  called  her  from  them  "doeth  all  things 
well." 

Ellen  S.  Wingate, 

Mary  S.  Adams, 

Kate  E.  Reynolds, 

Sarah  E.  Harding, 

Committee  for  Circle* 


IN  MEMORIAM. 

Headquarters 
John  R.  Adams  Relief  Corps,  No.  33. 
Gorham,  Me.,  Nov.  i6,  f  898. 

Whereas,  Our  Heavenly  Father  in  His  infi- 
nite wisdom  has  removed  from  our  Corps  a 
beloved  charter  member,  Mrs.  Olivia  Priest  Robie, 
and 

Whereas,  In  all  of  our  works  of  charity  we 
always  found  in  Mrs.  Robie  a  generous  giver  and 
strong  supporter  of  the  principles  to  which  our 
Order  stands  pledged,  always  loyal,  patriotic,  and 
ready  to  inculcate  lessons  of  patriotism  in  the 
children  in  our  community ;  therefore  be  it 

Resolved,  That  the  encouragement  and  sym- 
pathy which  her  loving  disposition  and  bright 
cheerful  presence  gave  us  will  be  missed,  and  that 


her  departure  to  her  heavenly  home,  for  which 
she  was  so  eminently  fitted,  and  her  loss  will  be 
deeply  felt  by  all  of  our  members  and  the  recip- 
ients of  our  charities* 

Resolved,  That  with  deep  sympathy  for  the 
bereaved  husband  and  family,  we  express  the 
hope  that  they  may  feel  the  blessed  assurance 
that  she  has  gone  to  that  home  prepared  for  those 
who  love  and  faithfully  serve  the  blessed  Master* 
May  God  give  them  strength  to  endure  this  great 
sorrow  which  has  come  into  their  lives,  and  may 
He  give  them  that  peace  that  will  enable  them 
to  wait  with  patience  until  he  shall  call  them  to 
join  her  in  that  heavenly  home  where  parting  is 
unknown* 

Resolved,  That  these  resolutions  be  spread 
upon  the  records  and  a  copy  sent  to  the  bereaved 
family* 

Mrs*  M*  A*  Millett, 
Mrs*  Anna  E*  Hale, 
Mrs*  S*  B*  Shackford, 

Committee  on  Resolutions* 


The  following  letters  are  selected  from  among 
the  many  received  from  the  dear  and  cherished 
friends  of  the  late  Mrs*  Robie: — 

Greenland,  N*  H*,  Nov.  8,  J898* 
My  Dear  Cousin  Frederick: 

Lucinda  and  I  are  exceedingly  sorry  that  we 
cannot  be  present  at  the  funeral  services  to-day 
in  memory  of  your  dear,  departed  wife*    We 


would  like  to  be  present  to  show  in  some  measure 
the  sincere  sympathy  we  feel  for  you  in  your 
bereavement*  Our  recollections  of  Cousin  Olivia 
are  all  very  pleasant  indeed.  She  has  always 
been  very  kind  and  hospitable  to  us  whenever  we 
have  been  at  her  house.  She  always  seemed 
possessed  of  a  kind,  affectionate  nature*  Her  loss 
will  make  a  vacancy  and  a  change  in  your  home 
more  than  you  can  now  realize.  May  the  va- 
cancy be  more  than  filled  with  the  consciousness 
of  the  love  of  the  Heavenly  Father,  who  doeth 
all  things  well,  and  may  you  be  guided  by  His 
counsel  and  wisdom  in  all  the  arrangements  of 
of  your  household  in  the  coming  days.  Fortu- 
nately you  have  loving  children  with  whom  you 
may  always  find  a  home;  but  the  earthly  home, 
even  in  its  best  estate,  is  but  an  emblem  and  a 
shadow  of  the  heavenly  home  that  is  beyond.  I 
trust,  my  dear  Frederick,  that  you  cherish  faith 
in  the  blessed  Saviour,  who  hath  brought  life  and 
immortality  to  light.  All  nations  of  men  have 
had  some  idea  of  a  life  beyond  this  life,  but 
Jesus  has  made  it  certain,  and  tells  us  how  we 
may  attain  unto  it,  through  faith  in  Him.  Can 
we  do  better  than  to  trust  in  Him  to  give  it  to 
us?  Again  I  say  I  am  exceedingly  sorry  that  I 
cannot  be  with  you  at  the  funeral  services  this 
afternoon.  The  Lord  be  with  you  and  bless  you 
and  give  you  peace.  With  much  love  to  your 
children  and  their  families, 

Your  affectionate  cousin, 

Edward  Robie. 

(Dr.  Robie  has  been  pastor  of  the  Congrega- 
tional Church  at  Greenland,  N.  H.,  for  nearly 
fifty  years.) 


Grafton,  Mass.,  Nov.  7,  1898. 
Dear  Cousin  Fred: 

This  morning's  mail  brings  me  a  note  telling 
me  of  the  death  of  Olivia.  I  am  startled  at  the 
news,  and  most  deeply  pained.  She  seemed  so 
strong  and  well  when  I  was  with  you  in  the 
summer.  I  am  so  glad  I  have  seen  Cousin  Olivia 
so  recently.  The  memory  of  her  kindness  and  of 
the  enjoyment  I  had  while  with  you  will,  now 
that  she  is  gone,  be  only  the  mote  grateful  to  me. 
I  want  very  much  to  be  with  you  to-morrow,  and 
possibly  I  may,  though  there  are  quite  serious 
difficulties  in  the  way  now.  I  shall  be  with  you 
in  spirit  if  not  in  person.  My  wife  joins  with  me 
in  sympathy  to  you  and  to  all. 

Most  affectionately  your  cousin, 

Ben. 

(Pastor  of  the  Congregational  Church  at 
Grafton,  Mass.) 


Milton,  Mass^  Nov.  19, 1898. 
We  all  sympathize  most  deeply  with  you  in 
this  bitter  sorrow.  Your  wife  was  one  who  must 
have  pre-eminently  made  home  happy  to  hus- 
band and  children,  and  what  higher  praise  than 
that  can  be  given  to  a  woman?  I  never  went 
into  your  house  without  being  gladdened  by  her 
cordial  greeting,  her  sunny  smiles,  and  her  sym- 
pathetic interest  in  all  which  affected  the  welfare 
of  her  friends.  When  eminent  station  came  to 
her  it  was  beautiful  to  see  with  what  Christian 
simplicity  she  accepted  it,  and  used  it  to  promote 
— not  her  own  importance,  but  the  happiness  of 
others.    May  our  Heavenly  Father  ^ivc  comfort 


to  you,  your  children  and   gr andchildren,  and 
may  the  varied  discipline  of  life  prepare  us  all  for 
the  higher  and  better  life  beyond* 
Your  sincere  friend, 

Henry  S.  Huntington. 

(Former  pastor  of  the  Congregational  Church 
in  Gorham,  Me*) 


E.  Providence,  R.  L,  Nov*  16,  J898. 
It  has  not  been  because  of  a  want  of  thought 
or  of  sympathy  that  I  have  not  written  to  you 
before  since  your  great  loss*  But  I  have  felt 
that  you  had  so  many  friends  that  would  at 
once  come  to  you  or  write  you  that  it  were  better 
for  me  to  wait  a  little*  We  have  thought  how 
our  own  precious  one  who  has  left  us  would 
have  mourned  for  Mrs.  Robie,  of  whom  she  used 
so  often  to  speak  as  one  of  the  intimate  friends 
whom  she  loved  and  esteemed  more  than  words 
could  express*  We,  too,  know  something  of  the 
shadow'that  comes  upon  the  home  when  the  wife 
and  mother  has  passed  on  to  the  better  life*  And 
knowing  how  little  anything  can  do  to  dispel 
that  shadow  just  now,  I  shall  not  try  to  repeat 
the  many  comforting  words  that  I  know  have 
already  been  spoken  to  you,  only  to  say  we  do  all 
mourn  with  you  and  your  family,  and  do  most 
earnestly  commend  you  all  to  the  Comforter  who 
can  do  better  than  all  earthly  friends. 
Very  sincerely  yours, 

L*  L*  Ferris. 

(Former  pastor  of  the  Congregational  Church 
in  Gorham,  Me.) 


Bishop  Place,  New  Br unswick,  N.  J., 
November  20,  J898. 
We  were  greatly  shocked  to  learn  of  your 
dear  mother's  death,  and  it  is  very  hard  to  think 
of  your  home  circle  with  her  presence  gone  out 
from  it*  O,  what  a  void !  Only  those  who  have 
known  a  like  bereavement  can  understand  it  all. 
I  am  so  thankful  for  the  little  visit  we  had  with 
her  those  few  moments  last  summer.  She  seemed 
so  like  her  old  bright,  vivacious,  cordial  self.  I 
love  to  think  of  her  so.  In  speaking  of  the  many 
things  she  loved  to  remember  of  my  precious 
mother  and  father,  she  spoke  of  one  saying  of  my 
father's  which  she  has  always  remembered  and 
tried  to  profit  by.  They  were  going  into  Port- 
land on  the  same  train  one  day,  and  sat  together. 
I  do  not  know  of  what  they  were  talking,  but  in 
the  course  of  conversation  father  said*  "1  think 
we  should  live  each  day  as  though  that  day  was 
to  be  our  last ;  and  on  the  other  hand  we  should 
always  live  as  those  who  are  to  live  forever." 
She  has  simply  gone  out  from  the  earthly  home 
where  she  was  fitting  for  the  other  life,  into  the 
beautiful  mansion  which  her  Father  had  prepared 
for  her,  and  I  am  sure  heaven  will  seem  nearer 
and  dearer  to  you  all.  The  longing  for  our  be- 
loved ones,  the  awful  silence  and  the  desolation 
of  the  home  and  heart  would  be  unbearable  if  we 
could  not  look  away  from  ourselves  in  our  grief 
and  know  that  it  must  be  best,  because  He  makes 
no  mistakes,  and  orders  all  things  in  love  and 
infinite  wisdom.  It  is  very  hard  to  do  this  in  the 
first  days  of  affliction ;  it  is  hard  at  any  time,  but 
the  Comforter  does  bring  peace,  and  strength  is 
given  to  bear  the  heaviest  trial.  Your  mother 
and  father  were  always  warm,  kind  friends  of 


our  f amily,  and  I  have  none  but  the  pleasantest, 
sweetest  memories  of  our  relations  with  her.  It 
was  in  your  home  father  and  mother  spent  their 
last  night  inGorham  twenty-seven  years  ago  these 
days*  Nearly  nineteen  of  these  years  I  have  been 
an  orphan,  I  shall  think  of  you  on  the  approach- 
ing "home  day,"  Thanksgiving,  and  know  how 
very  trying  it  will  be  for  you.  May  God  com- 
fort and  keep  you  all. 

Sincerely  your  friend, 

Laura  Parker  "Wilber, 

(Daughter  of  the  late  Mr,  Parker,  pastor  of 
the  Congregational  Church  in  Gorham,  Me,) 

November  8,  J898. 
My  Dear  Gov,  Robie: 

Mrs,  Dalton  and  myself  much  regret  our  ina- 
bility to  be  present  at  the  funeral  services  this 
afternoon  as  we  had  intended.  But  we  can  not 
let  the  occasion  pass  without  assuring  you  of  our 
personal  sympathy  and  sense  of  the  great  be- 
reavement you  have  sustained.  Yours  has  been 
an  exceptionally  useful,  honored  and  favored  life, 
both  private  and  public  Your  beloved  wife 
shared  all  with  you.  No  family  in  our  time  has 
been  so  closely  identified  with  Gorham,  and  few, 
if  any,  more  so  with  the  whole  state.  In  all  the 
relations  of  life,  social,  political  and  religious,  you 
and  yours  have  embodied  and  continued  the  best 
traditions  of  our  dear  old  New  England,  At  this 
time  you  will  naturally  recall  the  leading  events 
of  your  happy  married  life,  and  will  not  fail  to 
count  its  many  mercies  to  you  both.  Best  of  all, 
we  still  retain  our  ancestral  faith  in  an  over- 
ruling Providence  and  a  life  beyond  the  grave, 


where  we  shall  again  meet  those  whom  we  have 
44  loved  long  since  and  lost  awhile." 

Affectionately  yours, 

A.  Dalton. 

50  St*  Paul  St.,  Brookline,  Mass., 
November  8, 1898. 
I  was  much  pained  to  hear  this  morning  of 
Mrs.  Robie's  death.  It  seemed  that  it  could  not 
be  true.  This  must  be  a  terribly  hard  blow  for 
you  to  bear.  Allow  me  to  assure  you  of  my 
heartfelt  sympathy  in  this  severe  loss  and  grief. 
I  shall  not  soon  forget  her  kindness  to  me  in 
years  past.  Very  sincerely  yours, 

Oliver  D.  Sewall. 
(Pastor    of   the  Congregational  Church    in 
Brookline,  Mass.) 

Portland,  Jan.  24,  1899. 
Hon.  Frederick  Robie. 

Dear  Sir: — I  had  tried  in  vain  to  meet  you 
after  hearing  of  your  bereavement  by  the  death 
of  your  wife.  I  never  had  the  pleasure  of  meet- 
ing with  her,  to  my  knowledge,  but  it  is  enough 
for  me  to  know  that  she  had  been  for  fifty  years 
the  partner  of  the  joys  and  sorrows,  of  the  honors 
and  labors  of  a  gentleman  whom  I  esteem,  and 
whom  the  State  of  Maine  holds  in  honor.  I  may 
in  all  sincerity  add,  that  a  man  and  wife  who  in 
this  age  and  in  this  country  show  to  all  an  ex- 
ample of  married  life  during  fifty  years  are 
worthy  of  double  honor  and  esteem.  I  have  the 
honor  to  be,  my  dear  sir. 

Yours  sincerely,        James  Aug.  Healy, 

Bishop  of  Portland. 


Albany,  N.  Y.,  Nov.  8,  J898. 
My  Dear  Old  Friend: 

I  find  it  hard  to  realize  that  the  home  that  I 
have  known  for  forty  years  has  lost  the  home- 
maker,  and  that  my  old  friend  is  walking  alone. 
You  and  your  wife  seemed  so  inseparable  that  the 
one  always  suggested  the  other.  You  have  been 
a  very  fortunate  man,  for  few  men  have  enjoyed 
for  so  many  years  such  true  womanliness,  such 
simplicity  of  character,  kindliness  and  cheeriness. 
I  know  that  my  sainted  mother,  whose  sad  be- 
reavement in  the  loss  of  children  you  will  recall, 
found  such  comfort  in  the  unquestioning,  cheerful 
faith  of  your  wife,  and  great  enjoyment  in  her 
sunny  temperament.  The  old  village  and  church 
will  greatly  miss  your  dear  wife,  and  God  give 
you  and  your  children  courage  to  bear  bravely 
your  loss.  What  good,  staunch  people  we  have 
known  in  the  old  village.  How  can  we  be  selfish 
and  sordid  with  such  inspiration  ?  When  I  recall 
the  magnificent  integrity  of  your  honored  father, 
the  sweetness  and  goodness  of  Judge  Pierce  and 
Judge  "Waterman,  the  courtesy  and  knightly 
courage  of  Mr.  Pendleton,  the  superb  devotion  of 
Mrs.  Smith,  I  can  say  with  you  we  had  a  goodly 
and  godly  heritage.  Well,  my  friend,  the  shad- 
ows are  creeping  upon  us,  but  so  long  as  life  lasts 
the  friendship  of  our  earlier  years  will  be  held  in 
tender  memory.  Remember  me  most  kindly  to 
your  children. 

Always  yours, 

Henry  T.  Warren. 

(Son  of  the  late  Rev.  Wm.  Warren,  D.  D.) 


"The  Afton,"  1324  Eutaw  Place, 

Baltimore,  Nov*  J8,  *898* 
Only  to-day  has  the  sad  news  of  your  deaf 
mother's  death  reached  me,  by  the  items  in  the 
paper  from  you.  The  shock  has  so  unnerved  me 
that  I  am  hardly  equal  to  attempt  any  expression 
of  the  full  heart  sorrow  this  brings  to  me.  Only 
yesterday,  as  it  seems,  I  parted  from  her  with 
tearful  sadness  at  what  might  be,  but  yet  I  felt 
that  I  should  see  her  again,  and  I  shall,  but  not 
here!  She  was  prominent  among  my  earliest 
girlhood  friends,  and  in  a  musical  way  as  well  as 
social  we  were  more  intimate,  perhaps,  than  any 
other  two  girls  in  old  Saco*  In  the  changes  of 
after  years  we  were  separated  with,  as  you  know, 
only  an  occasional  meeting  and  renewal  of  the 
old-time  memories  and  the  old  love*  But  she 
was  always  dear  to  me,  and  those  brief,  pleasant 
visits  of  recent  years  have  been  very  sweet  and 
precious*  A  marked  element  in  her  character 
was  her  religious  nature,  a  simple,  childlike  trust 
in  Him  to  whom  she  dedicated  herself  in  her 
childhood,  always  devoted  and  strong  and  loyal 
to  the  Master  she  loved  and  anxious  to  work  for 
Him*  I  know  how  she  will  be  missed,  but  most 
of  all  in  the  home  where  everything  is  associated 
with  her,  and  now  so  lonely*  To  your  dear 
father  remember  me  most  sincerely*  Beyond  the 
family  circle  none  will  mourn  her  more  than  I, 
and  my  heart  is  full  of  tender  sympathy  for  him 
and  each  one  of  you  children*  I  am  most  sin- 
cerely yours, 

Julia  W*  Nichols* 

(Mrs*  Nichols  was  bridesmaid  of  Mrs*  Robie 
when  she  was  married  and  always  a  dear  friend*) 


Augusta,  Nov*  7,  J898. 
My  Dear  Governor: 

Mrs.  Connor  joins  me  in  tendering  you  our 
heartfelt  sympathy  in  the  great  loss  you  have 
sustained.  Mrs.  Robie  always  seemed  so  young 
and  so  well  that  it  is  hat  d  to  realize  that  she  has 
gone  from  us.  She  will  always  be  held  in  pleas- 
ant memory  by  her  friends  because  of  her  happy 
presence  and  influence. 

Sincerely  yours, 

Selden  Connor. 


Middlebush,  N.  U  Nov.  23,  J898. 
Hon.  Frederick  Robie,  Gorham,  Me. 

Dear  Friend  and  Brother: — I  have  just  read 
of  the  dark  cloud  that  has  overshadowed  your 
home.  Please  accept  my  sincere  and  fraternal 
sympathy.  I  have  most  pleasant  memories  of 
the  hours  and  days  spent  in  Grange  work  in 
company  with  yourself  and  Sister  Robie.  May 
our  beautiful  faith  comfort  and  strengthen  you. 
Fraternally, 

Mortimer  Whitehead. 

(For  many  years  Secretary  of  the  National 
Grange.) 


Bartow,  Fla.,  Nov.  30,  1898. 
Frederick  Robie. 

My  Dear  Friend: — I  know  how  to  sympa- 
thize with  you  for  the  loss  of  your  dear  wife,  for 
I  have  had  this  trial  to  contend  with  myself.  My 
dear  wife  dizd  in  J890,  on  the  31st  day  of  March, 
at  the  age  of  64  years,  4  months,  15  days.    I  will 


place  Mrs*  Robie's  obituary  with  my  wif  e's,  and 
keep  the  same  sacred  to  their  memory,  I  always 
believed  that  Mrs.  Robie  was  a  Christian,  a  noble 
heart,  and  I  enjoyed  her  visit  to  my  home  in  the 
winter  of  \  873.  I  hope  to  meet  you  both  in 
heaven,  where  all  our  troubles  will  end* 
Yours  truly, 

W.  W.  Hankins. 

(Captain  Hankins  was  a  pupil  of  Ex-Governor 
Robie  when  he  had  charge  of  the  family  school 
of  Rev.  Dennis  Hankins  in  Madison  County,  Fla*, 
and  Mr.  Robie  was  his  best  man  when  he  mar- 
ried Miss  Church  in  J  842.  He  was  a  Confeder- 
ate soldier.) 


November  5,  1898. 
My  Dear  Governor: 

You  will  permit  me  to  express  to  you  my 
deep  sympathy  in  the  great  bereavement  that 
has  so  suddenly  come  to  you.    Believe  me, 
Very  sincerely, 

Henry  B.  Cleaves. 


Washington,  D.  G,  Dec  *2,  J898. 
On  our  return  to  Washington  after  an  absence 
of  some  months  we  found  the  Portland  papers 
announcing  the  sad  news  of  Mrs.  Robie's  death. 
Both  Mrs.  Truesdell  and  I  associate  Mrs.  Robie's 
memory  with  the  happiest  period  of  our  lives,  and 
although  we  have  not  met  her  since  the  pleasant 
winter  we  spent  together  at  New  Orleans,  in  1864, 
she  has  been  frequently  in  our  minds,  and  we  had 
long  intended  availing  ourselves  of  your  kind 


invitation  to  renew  our  acquaintance  with  her  in 
your  own  home*  Mrs*  Truesdell  and  I  feel  the 
greatest  sympathy  for  you  in  your  great  bereave- 
ment* Faithfully  yours, 

George  Truesdell. 
(Associate  Paymaster  in  the  U.  S.  Army  with 
Ex-Governor  Robie*) 


Bangor,  Me*,  Nov*  5,  1898. 
My  Dear  Governor: 

I  am  much  grieved  to  hear  the  sad  news,  and 
I  am  very  sorry  that  I  cannot  come  at  once  to 
offer  some  consolation.  As  a  slight  token  of 
respect,  my  wife  will  join  with  me  in  sending 
some  flowers,  which  will  go  by  Monday's  express 
and  arrive  in  season  for  the  funeral  rites*  With 
great  respect  and  sympathy, 

Your  obedient  servant, 

Augustus  C.  Hamlin. 


Lewiston,  Nov*  J5,  1898* 
Hon*  Frederick  Robie,  Portland,  Me* 

Dear  Governor: — We  were  painfully  shocked 
by  the  to  us  sudden  death  of  Mrs*  Robie.  We 
realize  from  sad  experience  how  little  can  be  said 
or  done  to  assuage  fresh  grief,  but  the  ministry  of 
sympathy  is  always  welcome  and  comforting, 
and  therefore  Mrs.  Drew  and  I  desire  to  tender  to 
you  and  your  family  our  deepest  sympathy  with 
you  in  your  great  sorrow.  We  were  both  suffi- 
ciently acquainted  with  your  dear  wife  to  have  a 
high  appreciation  of  her  beautiful  character  and 
to  hold  her  in  affectionate  esteem.  Again  assur- 
ing you  of  the  sympathy  of  my  wife  and  myself 


and  our  best  wishes  for  your  health  and  comfort, 
I  am  Sincerely  yours, 

F.  M.  Drew* 


96  Fifth  Ave^  New  York, 

November  8,  J898. 
I  am  feeling  a  great  deal  of  sympathy  for 
you  all.  It  seems  so  terribly  sudden  and  hard  to 
believe  that  your  mother  has  gone,  but  we  shall 
always  like  to  think  about  her  beautiful  charac- 
ter and  how  sweet  and  dear  she  has  been  to  us. 
I  am  sure  you  know  I  have  loved  her  for  her 
own  sake  as  well  as  for  my  own  mother's  sake. 
I  wish  I  could  say  or  do  anything  that  would 
help  you  all  in  these  hard  days. 

Affectionately  your  friend, 

Lucy  D.  "Waterman. 

Saturday  Morning. 
My  Very  Dear  Friend : 

Your  telegram  just  received,  bringing  the  sad 
word  that  your  dear  wife  had  passed  on.  I  have 
had  you  very  much  on  my  mind  during  the  past 
forty-eight  hours;  while  fearing  the  worst,  as 
she  lingered  so  long  I  hoped  she  might  be  spared 
to  you.  You  have  indeed  suffered  a  great 
bereavement,  not  only  you  and  your  family  but 
all  who  had  so  long  and  well  known  her.  It  was 
a  great  shock  to  Mrs.  Conant.  When  I  informed 
her  of  Mrs.  Robie's  serious  illness,  she  replied, 
"Oh!  that  good  woman!  How  can  she  be 
spared!"  She  had  such  a  beautiful  character,  so 
kind,  sympathetic  and  mindful  of  all.  Her  mem- 
ory will  be  precious  to  all  who  ever  had  the 
pleasure  of  her  acquaintance.    If  it  is  such  a  loss 


to  her  intimate  friends  and  the  community,  how 
much  more  it  must  be  to  you  and  your  family*  I 
wish  it  were  in  my  power  to  speak  some  word  of 
comfort,  but  there  are  so  many  things  in  this  life 
that  seem  so  hard  to  understand*  "We  have  been 
taught  to  say  (and  she  would  have  said)  that 
"it  is  all  for  the  best,"  but  I  know  how  hard  it  is 
for  the  heart  to  believe  it.  But  it  will  not  be 
long,  my  dear  friend,  before  we  shall  be  with 
them,  as  they  are  fast  gathering  on  the  other 
side.  Then  I  hope  we  shall  better  understand 
many  things  which  seem  so  mysterious  now. 
My  family  all  join  in  the  deepest  sympathy  for 
you  and  yours.  May  that  kind  Providence  which 
has  so  long  been  with  you  and  your  dear  family 
now  uphold  you  in  these  your  saddest  hours  is 
the  wish  and  prayer  of 

Your  old  friend, 

Wm.  H.  Conant. 


Augusta,  Me^  Nov.  5,  J898. 
My  Dear  Governor: 

I  know  how  to  thoroughly  sympathize  with 
you  all  and  I  know  what  a  grief  it  is  to  you. 
Life  will  never  seem  the  same,  and  as  the  days 
and  years  go  by  your  loss  will  seem  the  greater. 
I  was  very  fond  of  Mrs.  Robie,  she  was  always 
so  good,  so  helpful,  so  strong  in  all  her  affections, 
so  womanly.  It  will  be  a  loss  to  the  community 
where  her  influence  was  always  felt,  and  always 
for  the  right,  always  helping  some  one,  always 
striving  to  make  the  lot  we  have  to  bear  easier; 
and  to  you  and  her  children  and  grandchildren 
the  loss  is  one  that  will  never  be  restored.  But 
you  will  have  with  you  always  the  recollection 


of  her  beautiful  life,  of  her  strong  character,  of 
her  gentle  disposition,  yet  strong  of  purpose  and 
firm  of  will*  I  was  never  in  her  presence  but  that 
I  felt  her  influence,  she  was  always  so  bright  and 
cheerful,  full  of  sunshine,  always  a  kind  word, 
always  saying  something  to  make  you  feel  better 
and  to  help  you*  I  feel  that  I  have  lost  a  friend, 
and  I  mourn  with  you  and  shall  think  of  you  in 
your  sad  and  dreary  hours*    I  am 

Faithfully  yours, 

J*  H*  Manley. 

Washington,  D.  C,  Nov*  15,  J898* 
Dear  Governor : 

The  paper  containing  notice  of  the  death  of 
Sister  Robie  was  received*  I  beg  to  assure  you 
on  behalf  of  Mrs*  Brigham  and  myself  that  you 
have  our  sincere  and  heartfelt  sympathy  in  your 
great  bereavement*  We  conceived  for  Mrs*  Robie 
upon  our  first  acquaintance  a  very  warm  regard 
which  increased  as  the  acquaintance  continued* 
We  realize  how  lonely  you  must  be  when  de- 
prived of  a  life-long  companion.  Words  count 
for  little  on  such  occasions,  but  we  beg  to  assure 
you  that  we  sorrow  with  you  in  this  great  be- 
reavement. Fraternally  yours, 

J*  H*  Brigham* 

(Assistant  Secretary  of  Agriculture*) 


Portland,  Me*,  Nov*  8,  1898. 
My  Dear  Friend: 

I  have  hoped  to  be  able  to  pay  my  high 
respect  for  the  good  wife  who  has  walked  by 
your  side  so  many  years  by  being  present  at  her 
funeral  this  afternoon,  but  am  prevented.    Mrs. 


Bonney  and  I  have  been  full  of  sympathy  for 
you  since  we  first  heard  of  the  serious  illness  of 
Mrs,  Robie.  She  has  been  to  you  a  help-meet 
indeed*  May  the  Lord  who  gave  her  to  you  and 
who  has  continued  her  with  you  for  more  than 
half  a  century  comfort  you  in  this  hour  of  afflic- 
tion. Yours  in  sympathy, 

Percival  Bonney, 

The  Temple,  Chicago,  Nov,  25,  J898. 
Dear  Governor  Robie  j 

I  have  been  pained  deeply  to  hear  of  the  great 
sorrow  that  has  come  into  your  life,  I  was  happy 
in  knowing  dear  Mrs,  Robie  and  counting  her 
among  my  friends,  I  deeply  sympathize  with 
you  in  your  great  affliction  and  pray  that  the 
great  Comforter  may  console  you  and  give  you 
of  His  peace  and  love,  With  great  respect,  I  am 
Very  sincerely  yours, 

Lillian  M,  N.  Stevens. 

Auburn,  Nov.  6,  J898. 
My  Dear  Friend  Robie: 

I  regret  exceedingly  that  it  becomes  my  sad 
duty  to  remind  you  that  I  keenly  sympathize 
with  you  in  the  sad  bereavement  in  the  death  of 
your  dear,  loving  wife,  I  fully  appreciate  her 
strong  friendship  and  recognize  her  eminent  abili- 
ties and  many  virtues.  We  feel  the  loss  of  such 
friends  beyond  measure  and  more  than  words  can 
tell.  Myself  and  family  shall  attend  the  funeral 
services  of  our  dear  friend  on  the  day  that  may 
be  fixed.  Please  remember  us  kindly  to  your 
children.    I  am  yours  sincerely, 

W.  W.  Bolster. 


No*  Whitefield,  Me,,  Nov*  8,  J898. 
My  Dear  Governor: 

It  was  with  deep  sorrow  I  learned  by  your 
letter  that  Mrs*  Robie  has  passed  away*  No  one 
can  fully  sympathise  with  you  in  this  your  great 
bereavement,  yet  you  have  the  consoling  reflec- 
tion that  you  were  beside  her  and  kindly  min- 
istered to  her  last  wants,  so  tenderly  and  lovingly 
as  no  other  one  could*  I  remember  her  as  a 
genial,  graceful  lady  who  was  ever  thoughtful 
for  you*  Very  respectfully, 

A*  R*  G*  Smith. 


Skowhegan,  Me*,  Nov*  8,  J898. 
Hon*  Frederick  Robie,  Gorham,  Me* 

My  Dear  Friend: — I  was  much  pained  to 
hear  of  the  death  of  Mrs*  Robie.  The  sad  intel- 
ligence came  without  warning,  as  we  knew  noth- 
ing of  her  illness.  I  admired  Mrs.  Robie  for  her 
kindness  of  heart,  her  loveliness  and  her  genuine 
womanliness.  Mrs.  Smith  joins  me  in  expressing 
heartfelt  sympathy  for  you  and  your  family  in 
this,  your  and  their,  great  sorrow. 

Sincerely  yours, 

Joseph  O.  Smith. 


Bangor,  Me.,  Nov.  7,  \  898. 
Dear  Friend  Robie: 

You  have  the  most  heartfelt  sympathy  of  my 
family  and  myself  in  your  great  loss.  That  loss 
none  can  know  as  well  as  yourself.  I  esteem  it  a 
privilege  to  have  known  the  good  woman  who 
has  gone  and  who  was  so  kindly  to  my  family, 
as  she  was  to  others.    My  wife  and  daughters 


join  with  me  in  this  expression  to  you  and  your 
children.  Very  truly  yours, 

J.  W.  Porter. 


Dunbarton,  N.  H.,  Nov.  J  2,  1898. 
Dear  Governor  Robie ; 

I  have  learned  with  sincere  sorrow  of  the  death 
of  your  dear  wife,  and  desire  to  extend  my  sin- 
cere sympathy  to  yourself  and  family  in  the  sad 
experience  you  are  called  upon  to  undergo.  Wife 
and  I  have  such  pleasant  memories  of  Mrs.  Robie 
and  the  hospitality  of  your  home  at  Gorham, 
together  with  the  delightful  recollections  incident 
to  our  visits  at  the  annual  sessions  of  the  National 
Grange,  when  we  represented  our  respective  states, 
and  last,  but  by  no  means  least,  your  appreciated 
presence  at  our  marriage,  Sept.  30,  1885. 
Yours  faithfully, 

Wm.  H.  Stinson. 


Cherryfield,  Nov.  8,  1898. 
My  Dear  Robie  $ 

I  was  surprised  and  shocked  to  learn  of  the 
death  of  your  dear  wife,  and  while  I  know  that 
words  count  for  little  in  the  presence  of  a  great 
calamity  such  as  has  fallen  upon  you,  I  want 
you  to  feel  that  all  my  sympathy  is  with  you.  I 
shall  always  remember  with  a  great  deal  of  pleas- 
ure the  genial  hospitalities  of  your  home,  and  be 
glad  that  I  have  had  the  friendship  of  your  noble 
wife.  Indeed,  you  and  I  must  live  largely  in 
recollections  now,  for 

44  Memory  is  the  only  friend  that  grief  can  call  its 
own." 


"With  heartfelt  condolence  to  yourself  and  family, 
I  am  Most  sincerely  yours, 

Sam'l  N.  Campbell* 


Portland,  Nov*  5,  J898* 
My  Dear  Gov*  Robie: 

"Word  comes  to  me  this  morning:  that  Mrs* 
Robie  has  passed  away*  My  heart  goes  out  to 
you  and  yours  in  your  great  loss*  May  you 
have  strength  given  you  from  above  to  bear  up 
in  your  great  affliction* 

Yours  most  sincerely, 

H*  S*  Osgood* 


Litchfield  Plains,  Nov*  8,  1898* 
My  Dear  Governor: 

I  have  just  heard  of  the  sad  affliction  which 
has  come  to  you*  I  know  you  will  receive  the 
deepest  sympathy  from  your  hosts  of  kind  friends 
all  over  Maine  and  New  England,  and  no  friend 
will  mote  truly  feel  for  you  while  this  great  wave 
of  sorrow  almost  overwhelms  you  than  your  old 
friend,  the  writer  of  this  letter*  Assuring  you, 
my  dear  Governor,  of  my  heartfelt  sympathy, 
and  believing  that  under  a  kind  Providence  you 
will  have  strength  given  you  to  again  take  up 
the  heavy  burden  of  life,  and  that,  though  it  may 
seem  too  heavy  to  carry  alone,  your  faith  in  an 
all- wise  God  will  bear  you  up  and  sustain  you  in 
these  dark  days  of  sorrow  and  sadness  and 
bereavement,  I  shall  ever  be 

Your  sincere  friend, 

Oramandal  Smith* 


Bath,  Nov.  20,  J898. 
Hon*  Frederick  Robie,  Gorham. 

My  Dear  Sirs — Last  Monday,  as  I  was  leav- 
ing: home  with  my  two  daughters  for  New  York, 
we  saw  with  much  sorrow  the  death  of  your 
beloved  wife,  and  regretted  it  was  out  of  our 
power  to  attend  the  services  and  pay  our  respects 
to  her  memory,  which  it  is  the  privilege  of  friends 
to  do.  Rest  assured,  my  dear  friend,  you  have 
often  been  in  our  thoughts.  Permit  me  to  say 
that  none  more  fully  realize  your  loss  than  my- 
self, and  I  am  fully  aware  of  your  hope  to  join 
her  in  the  future  life.  The  time  is  short  for  us 
to  wait,  and  may  your  faith  give  you  patience 
during  the  interval.  With  the  most  sincere 
wishes  for  yours  and  yourself,  I  am 

Your  friend, 

"Win.  Rogers. 


Lewiston,  Me.,  Nov.  J5,  J898. 
The  death  of  Mrs.  Robie  came  to  me  with  a 
shock  of  surprise.  How  well  I  recall  the  last 
meeting  with  her,  when  we  stood  beside  the  silent 
one  whom  we  both  loved.  And  when  I  read  the 
announcement  of  her  sudden  death  in  our  u  Jour- 
nal," my  first  thought  was,  "  She  is  now  with 
Florence."  It  was  not  my  privilege  to  know 
Mrs.  Robie  intimately.  But  I  loved  her  and  felt 
sure  that  were  we  to  meet  oftener  I  should  find 
much  pleasure  and  help  in  such  intercourse. 
There  was  a  rare  charm  in  her  personality,  and 
she  gave  tone  to  any  company  that  she  graced 
with  her  presence.  Her  graces  and  virtues  have 
left  an  influence  which  is  ineffaceable.  How 
closely  these  passing  lives  bring  the  unknown  life 


to  us!  We  remain,  but  the  dear  one  has  passed 
into  another  room — the  door  is  shut — we  know 
she  is  there  though  we  cannot  see  her*  New 
environments  prevent*  And  she  as  surely  knows 
that  we  are  here  in  just  such  environments  as  she 
has  left*  It  is  so  little  to  go  through  the  door! 
And  on  the  other  side  the  waiting  for  us  cannot 
seem  so  very  long*  for  there  is  much  to  learn* 
much  to  see*  and  many  glad  meetings  and  greet- 
ings* I  sometimes  wonder  how  we  can  so  mourn* 
Yet  how  can  we  not — for  we  yearn  for  the  kind* 
loving  word*  the  hand  touch*  the  visible  life* 
They  take  so  much  from  our  own  lives  that  our 
dearest  joys  are  lessened  and  our  present  blessings 
unthought  of*  I  am  glad  that  I  possess  a  few 
letters  from  Mrs*  Robie*  They  breathe  her  sweet 
spirit*  and  so  I  had  kept  them*  May  you  find 
much  comfort  in  the  rich  memories  that  are 
yours*  I  am  very  truly  and  sincerely  yours* 
Mrs*  Thomas  Hill  Rich* 


November  6*  1898. 
I  must  send  you  a  word  to  express  my  deep 
sympathy  for  you  all  in  this  great  sorrow*  My 
own  heart  is  full  of  grief,  for,  outside  of  your 
own  family  circle,  I  am  sure  no  one  loved  your 
dear  mother  better  than  I  did*  I  hardly  know 
how  to  spare,  out  of  my  sorrowful  life,  her  kind, 
loving,  sympathizing  friendship*  I  can  truly  say 
that  I  never  met  her  without  being  made  happier 
by  it*  Let  us  try  to  believe,  as  she  did  so  fully, 
that  this  life  is  only  the  beginning  and  that  it  all 
goes  on*  With  truest  sympathy  for  you  all, 
Affectionately  yours, 

Mary  E*  Waterman* 


Rockland,  Nov*  6,  tZ9S. 
Gov*  Frederick  Robiej 

Mrs.  Crockett  and  myself  deeply  sympathize 
with  you  in  your  great  affliction* 

A.  F*  Crockett. 


Portland,  Nov.  it,  J898. 
I  feel  so  sorry  for  you  in  your  great  loss  of 
your  dear  mother.  In  the  short  time  I  knew  her 
I  loved  her  very  much  and  have  looked  forward 
with  pleasure  to  meeting  her  this  winter.  I  am 
most  truly  your  friend,  with  love  and  sympathy, 

Lucy  L.  Bryant. 
(President  of  Whittier  Club.) 


Our  committee  wish  to  extend  to  you  their 
sincere  sympathy  in  this  your  time  of  sorrow. 
We  know  that  at  such  times  words  do  not  amount 
to  much,  hut  we  want  you  to  feel  that  each  and 
every  one  of  us  feels  a  genuine  sorrow  for  you  in 
the  loss  of  your  mother*  I  feel  that  I  can  truly 
say, 

"None  knew  her  but  to  love  her." 

Extending  to  you  again  our  love  and  sympathy, 
I  remain,  Yours  cordially, 

Mabel  R.  Brown* 
(Secretary  Schoolroom  Decorative  Committee.) 


Augusta,  Me.,  Nov.  J4,  1898* 
Dear  Governor!? 

Since  the  sad  intelligence  of  the  death  of  your 
wife  reached  me  my  thoughts  have  often  gone 
out  to  you  in  sympathy  for  your  sorrow  and 


your  loneliness,  and  I  have  wondered  whether 
our  philosophy  had  discovered  to  your  mind  any 
satisfying  consolation*  You  will  remember  that 
we  have  many  times  talked  of  our  duties  and 
responsibilities  and  of  the  significance  of  the  great 
change  that  death  brings,  and  I  have  been  im- 
pressed by  your  evident  confidence  in  the  disposi- 
tion of  God  to  do  all  things  well  for  those  who 
put  their  trust  in  Him,  whatever  their  mode  of 
faith  may  be*  I  hope  that  even  in  this  time  of 
severe  trial  you  will  be  able  to  see  only  a  friendly 
messenger  in  the  great  destroyer  and  in  his 
destruction  to  behold  the  assertion  of  victory*  It 
is  indeed  a  glorious  belief  that  within  the  soul  of 
man  there  lies  a  principle  of  life,  possessing  powers 
and  senses  that  will  enable  it  to  triumph  over 
material  nature  and  to  enter  upon  a  higher 
plane  of  existence  in  never-ending  progression*  I 
remain  Very  respectfully  yours, 

H*  B*  Hill* 


Augusta,  Nov*  5,  J898. 
My  Dear  Governor; 

Mrs*  Vaughan  and  myself  desire  to  express 
our  sympathy  for  you  in  your  great  affliction* 
"We  trust  you  will  be  given  strength  to  bear  your 
grief  with  fortitude* 

Very  sincerely, 

Philip  H*  S*  Vaughan. 


Portland,  Nov*  8,  1898* 
Dear  Governor  Robie  and  Family  • 

We  extend  to  you  all  our  deep  sympathy  and 
affection  in  your  great  sorrow.    We  loved  Mrs* 


Robie  and  considered  her  one  of  our  best  friends* 
May  God  bless  and  help  you  is  the  wish  of 
Your  sincere  friends, 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Wm.  "W.  Mason. 


On  the  day  Mrs.  Robie  passed  away  her 
family  received  from  her  intimate  friends  many 
telegrams,  which  are  too  numerous  to  publish, 
but  are  none  the  less  valuable. 

The  family  desire  to  acknowledge  the  feeling 
tributes  and  other  kind  testimonials  from  her 
dear  friends,  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Fred  E.  Richards,  Mr. 
and  Mrs.  George  P.  Wescott,  Dr.  and  Mrs.  B.  B. 
Sanborn. 

Mrs.  Robie  often  repeated  these  words  to  her 
family,  "Unless  above  himself  man  can  erect 
himself,  how  mean  a  thing  is  man!"  She  acted 
upon  these  principles  and  continually  made  per- 
sonal, progressive  and  successful  efforts  in  the  right 
direction,  and  after  leading  a  pure  and  eventful 
life  she  has  gone  up  higher,  followed  by  the  ben- 
edictions of  many  affectionate  associates.  Her 
relatives  and  personal  friends  recognize  the  spirit 
and  prayer  of  herself  in  the  words  she  often  sang 
so  sweetly  during  the  last  years  of  her  life: — 

"Sunset  and  evening  star, 

And  one  clear  call  for  me, 
And  may  there  be  no  moaning  of  the  bar, 
When  I  put  out  to  sea." 

Her  last  words  will  ever  be  remembered:  — 

"Say  not 4  Good-night/  but  in  some  brighter  clime 
Bid  me  4 Good-morning/" 

FarewelL 
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